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Description: 


Inspired by the song ’till this damn season by Taylor Swift. 

After graduating from Yale, Quinn moves to LA in an attempt to forget all the problems that Lima brought to her. 
However, she can’t seem to forget about the rising Broadway star and recent NYADA graduate, Rachel Berry. As 
Quinn navigates her new life in LA, she finds herself drawn back to thoughts of Rachel. To make matters worse, fate 
seems to find ways to make the two cross paths at different times in their lives. 


Chapter 1 


Part I 


I parked my car right between the Methodist 
And the school that used to be ours 
The holidays linger like bad perfume 
You can run, but only so far. 


Quinn had made it. 


She graduated from Yale and had been living in L.A. for two years now; she had 
participated in some independent films with minor roles, wrote and directed a small short 
film, and finally landed the lead role in a movie. She wasn’t going to win an Oscar, but her 
bills would be paid. 


It had been exactly six years since the last time she had been in Lima, and the only person 
she kept in touch with since high school was Mercedes, but that was due to the coincidence 
that they both lived in Los Angeles, which made their friendship a matter of convenience. 


She lost all contact with Santana and Brittany after she didn’t go to their wedding, not that 
she blamed them, but it was something that kept waking her up in the middle of the night. 
However, at that time, she made the decision she needed to and didn’t regret it, even though 
she wished things had gone differently. 


And of course, Rachel insisted on sending letters. Letters! And that couldn’t be more 
typical of her. Quinn kept every letter in a box hidden in her closet, and if anyone asked, she 
would say it was the small part of her that insisted on holding onto the past, and eventually, 
she would throw everything away. Sometimes she wondered why Mercedes had given Rachel 
her address and even thought of fighting with her friend about it. 


So in a way, Rachel was part of Quinn’s life, but Quinn wasn’t an active part of Rachel’s 
life. Because Quinn never wrote back, not for lack of trying, but after days of trying to 
respond and not being able to find the right words, she gave up and instead resorted to 
sending flowers whenever Rachel started a new musical. Quinn received letters, and Rachel 
received flowers, that was the relationship that remained between the two. 


So through these letters, she knew that Rachel had achieved something close to her dream: 
she graduated from NYADA, became the newest rising star on Broadway, and for some 
reason still insisted on visiting Lima, Ohio. 


And Quinn couldn’t be more... Content with the direction her life had taken. Truly. 


[Cedes] — I have a surprise you’ll hate... Sam is with me and he wants to see you, we’ll 
be at your apartment in 10 minutes... Sorry. 


Quinn took a deep breath. She could leave Lima, but Lima would hop on a plane and come 
to the other side of the country to chase her. 


[Quinn] — Okay. 
[Cedes] — I tried to make him change his mind but... it’s Sam... 
[Quinn] — It’s fine, I’m waiting for you guys. 


In another world it would just be Sam, but now Sam came with the baggage that was 
called “Rachel Berry’s ex-boyfriend” and it’s been a few years, but that didn’t stop Quinn 
from feeling angry. 


So she was in her perfectly organized apartment, opening an expensive bottle of wine that 
she had allowed herself to buy, hoping that seeing her best friend and high school ex- 
boyfriend wouldn’t put her in a spiral of bad memories. It didn’t take long for Mercedes and 
Sam to arrive and when Quinn saw him, she couldn’t do anything else but smile and hug him, 
because Sam was something good in the midst of all the chaos. And she would allow herself 
to admit that yes, she missed him. 


“Quinn! It’s good to know you're still alive” he said, hugging her tightly. “We’ve all 
missed you.” 


“Hey Sam,” she replied. ‘I’m sure Mercedes keeps everyone updated on my vital state’ she 
said, looking at Mercedes who murmured “I’m sorry.” 


“So Sam, what brought you to L.A?” she asked as she poured her second glass of red wine. 
“T’m actually moving here,” Sam commented. “I got a job at a modeling agency here.” 
Quinn stared at him for a few seconds and genuinely smiled at him. 

“T’m happy for you, Sam, really...” 


“Yeah, I don’t start until January, so I decided to stay here for a few days to get used to it. 
L.A is very different from New York and the opposite of Lima. But Mercedes and I are going 
back to Lima next week, Rachel is organizing a new original club reunion.” 


Quinn laughed and restrained herself from rolling her eyes. 
“And I don’t know why she insists on continuing to do this...” 
Sam remained silent for a few minutes. 

“T think it’s the closest she can get to being with you,” he said. 


And Quinn laughed at the absurdity of it, because Rachel knew that the further Quinn was 
from Lima, the closer she would be to her. There was nothing in Lima for Quinn. She 
wondered if there ever was. 


“Well, that makes no sense... Anyway, I imagine you two are here to convince me to go 
back? Is that it?” Quinn looked incredulously at Mercedes. 


“Of course not,” Mercedes replied, at least pretending to feel guilty. 
“Think about it, Quinn...” Sam replied. “We miss you.” 


“Sam... With all due respect, why would I go back to the place where I experienced the 
worst moments of my life? And why is it so hard for you guys to understand that?” Quinn 


said, finishing her second glass and was ready to go for her third when Mercedes stopped her. 
“Because you’re not happy here, Quinn... You know it,” Mercedes said. 
“I’m perfectly content and that’s better than... than how I felt while I was there.” 


“Tt’s just a city, Quinn,” Sam replied, smiling at her, and suddenly she found herself feeling 
like she was 16 again. 


“Tt’s not about the city, Sam,” Quinn took a deep breath. 
“Tt’s about... Rachel.” 


And Quinn laughed again because how pathetic her friends thought she was to believe that 
this was about Rachel Berry. 


“Tt’s about the fact that I was kicked out of my home because I got pregnant after letting 
Noah convince me to have sex with him while I was drunk. It’s about suffering a car accident 
on Rachel Berry and Finn Hudson’s wedding day and still having pain to this day. It’s about 
the fact that I was so emotionally messed up that it took me years to realize that I was a 
lesbian... It’s about Finn... dying... and me not being able to attend his funeral” Quinn took a 
deep breath, and in seconds, her mask was back on “It was good to see you, Sam, and I’m 
genuinely happy for you. But I’m not going back, and if you’re only here to convince me 
otherwise, please leave.” 


“T told you it was a bad idea,” Mercedes replied, looking at Sam before turning her gaze 
back to Quinn. “I hope you still want to share your wine with us.” And Quinn poured two 
more glasses. 


Sometimes Quinn wondered if she was a masochist and that in a perverse way, she enjoyed 
suffering. Maybe if she committed to therapy, one day she would discover the childhood 
traumatic event that explained why she was like this. She remembered that once, when she 
was six years old, she had fallen off her bike and broken her wrist. She didn’t remember the 
pain, but she remembered her father running to her and holding her in his arms while they 
waited for the ambulance. She remembered that at the hospital, the doctor gave her a lollipop 
because she had behaved, and her mother let her eat it even though it was 8 pm. The next day, 
instead of going to church, her father spent the morming with her watching her favorite 
movies. 


And of course, there was the time when she was giving birth to Beth, and her mother held 
her hands so tightly and said she was proud of her. And when she had the accident two years 
later, it was Rachel who was with her at the hospital, crying and holding her hand. Rachel’s 
smile was the first thing Quinn saw when she woke up. 


So you see, it’s not that she liked to suffer, but it was the only way she found to receive 
affection without having to ask for it. 


She just couldn’t understand why she was on a plane with Mercedes and Sam, heading 
back to Lima. She couldn’t understand why she was allowing herself to go through this pain. 
There was nothing for her in Lima. 


Of course that was a lie, there was Rachel. But it had been so many years that Rachel was 
just a pile of words in letters hidden at the bottom of her closet. 


When she got off the plane, there were a few messages on her phone, one from her mother, 
one from Rachel, and one from Santana. 


“Tt’s just a town,” Mercedes said as she hugged Quinn, and she sighed. 
“That’s the problem, isn’t it?” Quinn replied. 


While she was in the Uber on her way to the hotel, Quinn realized that six years had 
passed for her, but Lima was exactly the same. With that thought in mind, she decided to call 
Santana, maybe something in their relationship remained the same after two years: they 
would argue and then make up. 


“Look who decided to show up” Quinn heard Santana say with disdain and a bit of 
surprise. 


“Hi, Santana.” 

They were silent for a few seconds. 

“When Mercedes said you were coming, I didn’t believe it.” 
“Believe it, I can’t even believe I’m here” Quinn laughed. 
“Regretful?” 


“Since the moment I decided to come... I’m sorry I didn’t go to the wedding,” Quinn 
started to say, but she was interrupted. 


“No, you lost the right to apologize, I don’t want to know and I don’t care anymore. You 
were my best friend and you didn’t come to my wedding, which wasn’t even in Lima. I don’t 
want to hear your apologies Quinn, you’re more than two years too late.” 


“Then why did you message me?” Quinn asked, and Santana fell silent. 


“You shouldn’t have come” Santana said finally and hung up the phone, while Quinn tried 
to hold back her tears. There was a new notification on her phone from Rachel. 


[Rachel] Hi 
[Rachel] Are you really coming? 


[Rachel] Where are you staying? I’m at my parents’ house... if you want to stay here, 
they’re not in Lima this week. 


[Rachel] I don’t know why I said that... Of course, you must already have a place to stay. 
[Rachel] I missed you. 


The other message was from her mother, who simply said: “I heard you’re in Lima, come 
have coffee, your dad misses you.” 


Quinn rolled her eyes, left her suitcase on the bed, and put on her coat again. She knew 
Lima like the back of her hand, no matter how hard she tried to forget this damn city. She 
passed by Breadstix, the church where she spent every Sunday until she was 17 years old, and 
after walking for 45 minutes, she was standing in front of the door to Rachel home. 


She didn’t know if Rachel was alone. She hadn’t thought about it. 


[Quinn] Are you alone? 

[Rachel] Yes, why? 

[Quinn] I’m in front of your door. 

Suddenly, Rachel Berry appeared in front of her, staring at her as if she had seen a ghost. 
“Hi” Quinn said softly. 


“Quinn...” Rachel replied, and continued to stand there, her only movement being her 
hand that went to her mouth. 


“Sorry... Sorry, Rach,” Quinn finally said, after years. “I’m sorry.” 
And Rachel... Rachel ran to Quinn. She would always run to her. 


“Come in” Rachel finally said. “You must be cold. It looks like it’s going to snow.” 
Rachel’s house was exactly as Quinn remembered it: warm, bright, and cozy. There were 
pictures upon pictures of Rachel, a huge collection of vinyl records, and drinks. Quinn took 
off her coat and looked at Rachel again. 


“You can hug me” she said smiling, and before Quinn could finish speaking, Rachel was 
already in her arms. And in that moment, in that small fraction of a second, Quinn added 
another moment to her memory of suffering, because having Rachel Berry in her arms could 
easily heal all her pains. But how could she receive this affection, without suffering before? 


It had been exactly two years since they had seen each other, but it could just as easily 
have been two days or two decades. There was a familiarity and comfort in Rachel, while at 
the same time Quinn knew that the woman in her arms was not the same girl who used to hid 
under the bleachers at the end of their junior year. And she was not the same woman who she 
slept with many nights in her Yale dorm room. 


“What made you come back?” Rachel asked. 


And Quinn should not have kissed her, but Quinn should not have come back to Lima 
either. And if she had already made one mistake, what would stop her from making another? 


“You can kiss me if you want” It was Rachel who whispered after a few seconds of 
silence, and maybe it was the tone of Rachel’s voice or maybe Quinn had finally changed, but 
she looked at Rachel, touched her face gently, and backed away. 


“Maybe we should talk first,” she said. 


“What’s the point of talking if we both know how this will end?” Rachel laughed 
disdainfully. 


And Quinn would like to pretend that it didn’t hurt her, but maybe she deserves it. Maybe 
she likes it. 


“What do you want, Rachel?” 


“What can you give me?” Rachel replied, looking directly at Quinn, and a punch in the 
stomach would hurt less. 


“T’m here,” was all Quinn could manage to say. 


“For how long?” 
“A lifetime,” Quinn would like to answer. 
“Four days,” she says. 


“Then I want you for four days,” and Quinn wants to laugh at the absurdity of the situation 
and she also wants to cry, and maybe this is the moment when her brain decides to stop 
working after 24 years, because she laughs while tears run down her face. 


“Quinn...” And Rachel holds her again. 


“Four days,” Quinn held Rachel’s face. “Four days, Rachel.” And Quinn didn’t know if 
this was a promise or a warning. Maybe both. 


And when she felt Rachel’s lips touch hers, she knew it wouldn’t be just four days. 
Because she would always come back to Rachel, hoping that on some of these returns, she 
would have the courage to stay. 


It snowed all night and if Quinn needed an excuse to spend the night with Rachel in her 
arms, that would be the perfect excuse, not that she needed one. 


“Good morning,” she whispered as she kissed Rachel’s forehead. 
“Good morning,” Rachel replied sleepily. 


The two remained silent for a few minutes, cuddled up in the single bed, under the pink 
covers, embracing each other. Rachel’s room was the only connection they had to high school 
and that was something Quinn needed to remember; Rachel was not the same, Rachel had 
also changed. And for some reason that Quinn did not understand, Rachel insisted on going 
back to Lima, instead of fully embracing her new life. 


“T could stay here forever,” Rachel murmured before hugging Quinn tighter. 


Quinn adjusted her position so that she was in front of Rachel’s face, she touched the other 
woman’s face and closed the distance between them with a kiss, bringing Rachel closer to her. 
Maybe if Quinn let Rachel kiss her enough, at some point, Rachel could fix all the broken 
pieces of Quinn and when Rachel kissed her neck and ran her hands over her naked body, 
there was something different. Rachel was no longer the tender and caring girl Quinn knew, 
but a force that held her firmly, leaving marks on her delicate skin. And somehow, as long as 
Rachel continued to touch her skin, Quinn was willing to let her do whatever she wanted, 
with as much force as she desired. 


Quinn stood in front of the school auditorium, which had been a personal hell for her for 
so many years. However, she knew that if she had allowed it, that place could have been her 
safe space. The Glee club showed her all the possibilities she could have, but everything was 
taken away from her. 


“T really don’t know what I’m doing here,” Quinn said to herself, feeling her breathing 
becoming heavier every time an ex-member appeared. Quinn saw Santana on the other side of 
the auditorium talking to Rachel and looking at Quinn. If they were still 16 years old, Santana 
would have already started a fight, pulling her hair and slapping her face. 
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“T still can’t believe you decided to show up” Santana said as she walked towards Quinn, 
her voice sharp and cold. 


“Hello Santana,” Quinn took a deep breath, she could feel the beginning of a headache 
behind her eyes. 


“T know you’re only here because of Rachel, what I don’t understand is why you decided 
to show up now. What are you up to?” Santana crossed her arms and Quinn chuckled through 
her nose. 


“T don’t have time to be up to anything Santana, and honestly I don’t know why I came 
here, okay?” 


“Stay away from Rachel,” Santana whispered threateningly. “You can’t disappear from her 
life and come back as if nothing happened, it’s easy to come back and have her all to yourself 
when it’s not you who helps her get up the next day.” 


Quinn just looked at Santana, trying to control her breathing. 

“Since when do you care so much about Rachel?” 

“Since you left and abandoned us” Santana said, her voice catching in her throat. 
“I’m sorry, San,” she whispered, and Santana looked at her with pity. 

“You’re a mess, aren’t you? Why do you do this to yourself?” Santana asked. 


Quinn just looked at Rachel, who was watching their interaction from the other side of the 
stage, and Santana understood. “I don’t know if I can forgive you for not coming to my 
wedding,” Santana said. “But Quinn... you look terrible.” 


“T know,” Quinn laughed. “But I’m okay, Santana. Maybe this is the best I can be.” 


Santana smiled at her, with pity and sadness, and Quinn couldn’t deny that she missed it. 
“T live in LA... My life has really changed, and this is the last time I come to Lima. We can 
be friends, colleagues, or whatever, but not here. Lima won’t be what brings us together once 
a year.” 


“T can accept that... And Rachel?” Santana asked, and Quinn’s chest tightened. 
“Tt’s a bit more complicated... Her life is in New York, mine isn’t.” 
“She would come to LA for you... She almost did, they offered her a TV show.” 


“T know, she wrote to me... I’m not going to do to her what Finn did, I love her too much 
for that,” Quinn admitted, still looking at Rachel. 


“T know” and Santana hugged her in an awkward way, and Quinn allowed herself to laugh, 
remembering the last time she was this close to Santana was when they slept together at Will 
and Emma’s wedding. 


“Okay, let’s listen to Rachel sing some nostalgic song and then go out for a drink, do you 
think you can handle that?” 


“T’m already here, aren’t 1?” 
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And Quinn walked with Santana to the stage, and in the end, if she lied to herself enough, 
she could say that coming back to Lima and to this auditorium wasn’t so bad after all. 


After all, of course she missed her friends. Puck hadn’t come back and she was grateful for 
that, Finn had died a few years ago, Sam looked at Mercedes as if he were 16 again, and 
Rachel... Rachel still made her heart beat faster, the same way she did nine years ago. 


Rachel was in the kitchen making toast with eggs for Quinn. It was 9 a.m. and Quinn’s 
flight was leaving in a few hours. They still had a morning together. Quinn walked over to her 
and hugged her, resting her chin on Rachel’s shoulder in silence. She breathed deeply, taking 
in the scent of her perfume and hoping to remember it forever. 


“This doesn’t have to be a goodbye” Rachel whispered, and Quinn realized she was 
crying. Still in silence, Quinn kissed Rachel’s neck, leaving small kisses and hugging her 
tighter. 


“My life is in LA now” Quinn replied. 
“And are you happy?” Rachel asked. 


“T landed my first lead role in an indie film,” Quinn replied. Her hands lightly caressing 
Rachel’s arms as she turned quickly to face Quinn upon hearing what she had said. 


“What? Why didn’t you tell me?” Rachel smiled. 
“T was busy with other things,” Quinn smiled and raised her eyebrows, looking at Rachel. 
“But that’s important! That’s great!” Rachel kissed her. “Are you happy?” 


Quinn had Rachel in her arms, spreading small kisses on her neck and Rachel was smiling 
at her as she made her breakfast. She was more than happy, she was ecstatic. 


“Yes, I am” Quinn replied, but perhaps Rachel would never know that she wasn’t talking 
about her new movie. 


And Quinn, in that moment, knew she was about to break her own heart. But there was 
more than physical distance between her and Rachel, and both knew it all too well. 


Perhaps one day, they would find a way to overcome it, but that day would not be today. 
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Part Il 


Part II 


Time flies, messy as the mud on your truck tires 
Now I’m missing your smile, hear me out 


Rachel stopped writing letters, and Quinn pretended it didn’t kill her inside. Exactly 6 
months after Quinn returned from Lima, she found out that Rachel was dating Jesse again. 


Quinn was happy, really. Rachel deserved to be happy. That didn’t stop Quinn from calling 
at 4am completely drunk, asking why Jesse. When she woke up the next day vomiting, she 
ignored the voice in her head that said Rachel was already with Jesse when Quinn was in 
Lima. 


So Rachel didn’t send any more letters, and Quinn didn’t send any more flowers, and they 
went a year without any communication between them for the first time since they were 14. 


Quinn focused on her new film, which unexpectedly had a good response from the public. 
She had to make her social media private because strangers started flooding her photos with 
comments, and Quinn allowed herself to enjoy this small beginning of fame. During this time, 
she decided to venture into writing her own film. “Venture” was the word here — some ideas, 
quotes, and sketches. When she finished writing what could be the first chapter, she realized 
she was writing about Rachel. 


She had her group of friends back — Mercedes, Sam, Brittany, and Santana — and she 
gradually realized that, although her heart hurt every time she remembered Lima and Rachel, 
it hurt less when she wasn’t alone or had someone to drink with. Santana and Brittany lived in 
New York; Brittany had set up her own dance studio while also teaching physics classes at 
Columbia, where Santana had recently graduated in law. They talked every week on video 
call and saw each other in person at least twice a year in LA. Quinn missed them every day. 


Mercedes had released her second album and, like Quinn, was getting used to the 
beginning of a small amount of fame. Sam spent four months in Japan, where he became an 
icon in the modeling industry. Whenever she could, Quinn teased him about it. 


Quinn had flings. Some lasted a few weeks but never more than three months. She never 
managed to stay with the same woman for longer. It didn’t take her long to realize that the 
best relationships she had, and that worked well, were those that fit into colorful friendships 
— women she had met during the filming of her film, who she genuinely liked and had good 
times with, without the expectation that sex would become a romantic relationship. 


She was content with her non-monogamous lifestyle, while ignoring the fact that all the 
women she could go out with for longer were all short and brunette. She had a type and didn’t 
feel she should be ashamed of it — at least that’s what she told Santana whenever her friend 
pointed out that they were all physically similar to Rachel Berry. 
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So Quinn was... content, maybe even happy at certain moments, as long as she was busy 
enough not to think about Rachel and Jesse. At least her work occupied all her hours of the 
day. 


It was December and it was cold in Los Angeles, which was practically an anomaly that 
was very welcome for Quinn. If there was one thing she allowed herself to say she missed 
about Lima, it was the weather. Quinn was in her new loft where she had recently moved in, 
there were still unopened boxes and the place didn’t quite feel like home yet, but Quinn was 
happy, the place was close to the filming set of her new movie and was in a much safer place. 


There was a small balcony that faced the street and Quinn spent most of her time at home 
there, she had placed a small sofa and a table. She was sitting there enjoying the slightly 
chilly evening while reading the script for her new movie, smoking a cigarette and drinking 
wine. In those moments, she really allowed herself to accept that she had become the perfect 
stereotype of a new artist in LA. 


Her phone rang and she answered without looking at the name on the call, imagining it 
was Santana calling for their daily call. But when she heard the voice on the other end of the 
line, she felt her heart stop beating. 


“Quinn?” The voice on the other line was low, and in the silence that followed, it was clear 
that the other person was crying. 


“Rachel? What happened? Are you okay?” Quinn asked, concerned, but the voice on the 
other end didn’t say anything, her crying only increasing, and Quinn didn’t know what to do 
to calm the other woman down. 


“Are Santana and Brittany okay? Are your parents okay?” Quinn was starting to get 
anxious, she had dropped her cigarette on the table. 


“Yes, everyone is okay” Rachel answered, trying to compose herself. “Sorry.” 


The two remained silent for a few seconds, Quinn thought Rachel might have hung up, but 
when she heard the sobs coming from the other end, she realized she hadn’t. 


“Do you want to hear the script for my new movie?” Quinn asked. 
“Yes” another sob. 

“Tt’s a bit different from the other movie, I don’t know if you saw it...” 
“T did” Rachel interrupted, and Quinn smiled. 


“Well... That was kind of a Coming Out Age, this one is a bit more adventurous, it’s about 
a family connected to the Italian mafia, I play the eldest daughter. The family moves to Italy 
through the witness protection program, some illicit things happen throughout the story... It’s 
basically me beating up men, which is pretty cool,” Quinn laughed. 


They were silent for a few seconds when Quinn was about to ask again why Rachel had 
called when Rachel spoke. 


“Your mother called me as soon as your last movie came out.” 
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“Oh my god” Quinn replied, feeling her face turning red, although she liked the idea of her 
parents being terrified while watching their daughter play a bisexual stripper. When she heard 
Rachel’s laughter for the first time, her heart did a somersault in her chest. 


“She thought the other character was me, can you believe it? I had to explain to her that I 
was acting on Broadway and not...” 


“Playing a lesbian stripper in an independent film on the other side of the country?” 
“That” Rachel said, still laughing lightly. “You should call Judy.” 


“You didn’t call me to tell me to call my mom, did you Rachel?” Quinn said, and there was 
a lightness in her tone of voice that surprised Rachel. 


“No, of course not, but you should.” 


Quinn sighed, she should be annoyed with Rachel, but she couldn’t. She remained silent, 
waiting for Rachel to continue the conversation or hang up the phone. 


“Jesse cheated on me” Rachel said, sighing. 
“T’m sorry, Rach” Quinn replied. 

“Do you really mean that?” 

“Rachel...” 


But Rachel remained silent, and when Quinn noticed she was crying again, she almost 
thought of turning on her notebook and buying the first ticket she could find to New York. 


“Of course, I’m sorry Rachel. The last thing I want is to see you suffering, for any reason, 
for anyone. Jesse is clueless and has no idea what he’s lost.” 


Rachel laughed in a way Quinn had never heard before, sending shivers down her spine. 
“And do you know?... What you lost?” Rachel questioned with a firm voice. 

“T know, Rachel. Of course, I know” Quinn sighed and lit a cigarette. 

“What are you doing?” Rachel asked. 

“Smoking” 

“You shouldn’t smoke, you know it’s bad for your vocal cords” 


“The woman I love just called me at 11 pm to tell me her boyfriend cheated on her. Trust 
me, smoking a cigarette is the least of my problems right now.” 


“Tt’s still bad for your voice. You literally work using your voice, not as much as me, but 
still.” 


“Rachel...” 
“You said you love me.” 


Quinn remained silent, taking a light drag of her cigarette and trying to control her anxiety. 
She had never said this to Rachel before, but she believed it was obvious. It wasn’t a big 
secret that she loves Rachel, it was a fact of her life, just as it was a fact that she would wake 
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up tired tomorrow and the sky would be cloudy. Quinn no longer had difficulty admitting it, 
to herself or to anyone else, and that should include Rachel. 


“Tt’s not like you didn’t know, Rachel.” 
“You still love me” Rachel repeated, focusing on the “still” and Quinn understood. 


“Why did you call me?” Quinn asked, trying to change the subject. She could hear Rachel 
sighing. 


“T don’t know” Rachel admitted. “Jesse cheated on me and broke up with me, and the only 
person I wanted to hear from was you.” 


Quinn took a deep breath, regretting not seeing the caller ID when she answered. She 
would have answered the same way, but sometimes it was good to think about “what ifs?”. 


“You still love me” Rachel repeated. This time it wasn’t a question but a statement. 


“T’ve always loved you, Rachel, and I think I always will,” Quinn admitted because 
honestly, she had nothing left to lose. 


“Are you with someone?” Rachel asked, and Quinn rolled her eyes. Rachel knew Quinn 
wasn’t dating anyone because she knew the other woman was always asking Santana about 
her love life, but Quinn had to deal with the fact that the woman she loved had been dating 
someone else for almost a year, and that hurt. 


“With several someones” Quinn answered, and part of her hoped it would hurt Rachel. 
When Rachel was silent on the other end of the line, Quinn knew it had indeed hurt. 


“Anyone special?” 


“Some of them, yes” Quinn said honestly. None of them were Rachel, but that didn’t mean 
Quinn didn’t like them or that there weren’t moments that were special and unique. 


“T’m happy for you” and Quinn knew Rachel was lying, which made her laugh out loud. 
“Imagine if you weren’t” and Rachel laughed along. 

“Santana just got here at my house, I think she wants to kill Jesse” Rachel said. 

“T can help her” Quinn replied. 


“[’'m going to hang up now” Rachel said. “And Quinn... I never stopped loving you 
either.” And Rachel hung up. 


Well, shit, Quinn thought. 


Rachel didn’t write letters anymore, but sometimes she sent messages to Quinn asking for 
a book recommendation or sending a photo of them from high school that her parents had 
found when they moved to New York. It was this way that Quinn discovered small updates in 
Rachel’s life, such as the fact that her parents had moved to New York definitely and that 
Rachel didn’t plan on going back to Lima. 


Quinn started sending flowers again every week — sometimes more than once in the same 
week — as a way to make up for the times when she hadn’t done it. After all, Rachel had 
been playing Elphaba in Wicked for eight months and the end of her run in the musical was 
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near. When Rachel sent a message saying “It’s funny, Jesse never sent me flowers” Quinn 
took a whole day to respond. 


She wanted to be angry with Rachel for accepting so little, and she also wanted to 
physically hurt Jesse for having Rachel by his side and not treating her the way she deserved. 
However, she knew she couldn’t hold herself up as an example of proper behavior, since she 
herself didn’t treat Rachel the way she should. That didn’t stop her from imagining that if she 
had the chance, she would give the world to Rachel. 


So when she replied, “You deserve someone who brings you flowers all the time” she 
wasn’t referring to herself. And of course Rachel understood exactly the opposite, because 
when she replied, “A little late for you to try and sell your side, don’t you think?” Quinn 
literally buried her face in her pillow and screamed. 


They didn’t speak for the next three months — but Quinn continued to send flowers until 
Rachel’s final performance. 
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Part Ill 


Part III 


I wont ask you to wait if you dont ask me to stay 
So I’ll go back to L.A. and the so-called friends 
Who’ll write books about me, if I ever make it 
And wonder about the only soul who can tell which smiles I’m fakin’ 


Quinn was having lunch with Mercedes at her favorite restaurant. It was late March and 
the weather was heating up in LA. Quinn’s new movie was set to start filming in two weeks, 
and she was really excited to get back to working every day. This new movie could really 
launch Quinn’s career, and she wanted to do a good job. Unlike her previous movie, Bare, this 
new film had some important Hollywood actors, and Quinn was the youngest actress. She 
still wasn’t sure if acting was exactly the career she was looking for, but she liked being in the 
artistic world, and that was enough for now. 


“Have you talked to Brittany or Santana recently?” Mercedes asked. 
“T talked to Brittany two nights ago.” 


Mercedes just stayed silent, but Quinn knew her friend well enough to know that she was 
hiding something. 


“And I imagine you haven’t talked to Rachel?” Mercedes asked in a sympathetic tone that 
made Quinn’s stomach turn. 


“No, the last time I had contact with her was on New Year’s” Quinn replied. “Why?” 
Quinn asked already suspicious. 


Mercedes took a deep breath and smiled at Quinn. 

“Rachel is coming to Los Angeles.” 

Quinn stared at her friend for a few seconds in silence, then let out a slight laugh. 
“Sorry... I think I misunderstood. Did you say Rachel is coming to Los Angeles?” 
“Well... Breathe, Quinn. Here, have some water.” 

“Mercedes, what’s going on?” 

“Rachel is going to play Maureen in RENT, the musical will be in LA for three months.” 
Quinn fell silent, a mixture of pride and terror. 

“Rachel is staying in my apartment, rent is a bit expensive here, and well...” 


Quinn’s breathing began to accelerate, and she felt her hands starting to tremble. She 
closed her eyes tightly, trying to prevent her anxiety from consuming her. 
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“But I can ask her to find another place to stay” Mercedes said, holding Quinn’s hand 
tightly. 


“No, I’m fine,” Quinn said, opening her eyes. “It’s only three months. I can survive three 
months, I hope. And I’ll be busy with the movie anyway.” 


“That’s right, Q” Mercedes held Quinn’s hand tighter and offered her a smile. “And if you 
feel like you’re not going to make it, let me know, and I’ll send Rachel somewhere else, 
okay?” 


And Quinn smiled. 
“You wouldn’t do that.” 


“Of course I would. Look, in your strange divorce, Rachel got Santana and Brittany, but I 
got you. I love Rachel, but Quinn, you’re my family. So if you feel like you’re not going to 
make it, let me know and we’ll think of something else, promise?” 


“T promise” Quinn smiled genuinely. 
“Who would have thought we’d both be here?” Mercedes smiled mockingly. 


“Who would have thought that after 10 years, you would still have to take care of the 15- 
year-old pregnant girl who lived with you in high school?” Quinn replied, also smiling. 


“And I would do it all over again, Fabray.” 

“And when is Rachel coming here?” 

“Ah... About that,” Mercedes smiled almost embarrassedly. “Next week.” 
And Quinn’s smile disappeared. 


Quinn had almost forgotten about the chaos and mess that were the first days of filming. 
She was very excited about her new character, and it was easy for her to get into the skin of 
Belle, given the terrible similarities between her and the character. But of course, Belle could 
hit people, and the most physical fight Quinn had been in was with Santana, where she got 
more beaten up than she did any beating. 


In other words, Quinn had been in the studio filming her movie practically all day for the 
past two weeks, and she couldn’t be more grateful for not having time for anything else, 
because Rachel Berry had been in LA for a week, and she managed to avoid her for exactly 
one week. 


Of course, she knew she couldn’t avoid Rachel forever, and that’s what she told herself as 
she thought about whether to enter Mercedes’ apartment or give up and run to her loft and try 
to ignore Rachel’s presence for at least another two weeks. She probably could. 


The question she didn’t want to answer was: but did she want to? 


The answer was an obvious and long no. Quinn longed to see Rachel again, to talk to her, 
hear her voice, smell her... well, she wanted many things. Although the idea of reuniting with 
her terrified her, it wasn’t something that hurt her because seeing Rachel meant getting lost in 
a world of their own, and Quinn knew she would make the most of it, even if it was for a 
short time and had a date to end. 
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The problem was the final state that Quinn would be in when Rachel returned to her life in 
New York, the problem was that Quinn was getting tired of missing her. It was hard to admit, 
but Quinn was tired of suffering. And worst of all, she thought she was finally starting to stop 
being a masochist. 


Ignoring her thoughts, Quinn entered Mercedes’ apartment. Rachel was sitting on the 
spacious sofa in the living room, talking about something she was clearly excited about 
because she was making huge gestures with her hands, and Sam was smiling at her. Quinn 
suppressed the small pang of jealousy when she remembered that Sam and Rachel were a 
thing for a few months, years ago. But she didn’t have to suppress the feeling for long 
because when Rachel looked at her, Quinn felt like she was the only person in the world. 


“Hi” she said, feeling strangely shy. “Oh, I brought the wine that Mercedes likes. Where is 
she?” 


“She had to take a call from the record label” Sam said as he took the wine and went to the 
kitchen, leaving Quinn and Rachel alone. 


“Hi” Rachel said, smiling. 
“Hi” Quinn replied again. 
“T like your hair” Rachel said, making a gesture. “It suits you.” 


Quinn had cut her hair before filming, and it was short, practically chin-length. She had cut 
it once in her sophomore year of high school, but it could well have been in a life before that. 


“T had forgotten how difficult it was to keep my hair tidy in this cut” Quinn replied, 
smiling to the side as Rachel watched her. 


“Tt looks good on you” Rachel replied, and her smile quickly turned mischievous. “It looks 
like a...” 


“Rachel, no” Quinn warned her. 
“Lion?” Rachel laughed. 
“Rachel!” Quinn tried not to laugh, but it was practically impossible. 


In another life, they were only 17 years old and learning to be friends. Rachel helped 
Quinn cut her hair and then Quinn spent five months with her name described as “little lion + 
lion emoji” on Rachel’s phone. The memory hurt as much as it made her smile. 


It was scary how easy it was to get lost in their world. 


Sam returned at the same time as Mercedes, both holding two glasses of wine and offering 
them to Rachel and Quinn, who wasted no time and started drinking, trying to control her 
anxiety. 


“This wine tastes like...” Rachel started to say when she was interrupted by Mercedes. 
“Expensive wine” Mercedes finished. 
“T was going to say it was good and different, but...” 


“Tt’s expensive wine” Sam interrupted again and Quinn snorted a laugh. 
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“Quinn has become a wine sommelier now that she’s famous in Hollywood,” Mercedes 
said sarcastically, but there was a hint of pride in her voice. 


“First of all, I’m not famous... yet... and well” Quinn quickly took another sip of her 
drink, “I like getting drunk and not having a headache the next day, so there’s that. But don’t 
worry, Cedes, I feel like I’1l switch to a good Scottish whisky soon” Quinn said seriously. 


“Hmmm... Quinn Fabray and whisky is something I’d like to see” Mercedes said 
seriously, looking at her friend. 


“Don’t look too much or you might fall in love” Quinn replied with a teasing smile, and 
the two laughed together. 


Rachel looked at their interaction with confusion but curiosity. It had been years since she 
had seen Quinn and Mercedes interact, and clearly they were closer than she remembered. 


“Quinn uses alcohol to seduce women” Sam said to Rachel, trying to help her understand 
the conversation. Rachel looked at Quinn and felt her face flush slightly. 


“Sam!” Quinn protested. “Don’t listen to him, Rachel... I definitely don’t need alcohol to 
seduce women” Quinn arched an eyebrow and looked at Rachel. 


Well, if Quinn was going to play this game, Rachel was going to participate willingly. 


“No, of course not. You just arch your eyebrow like that and I bet you can have whoever 
you want, right?” Rachel quipped. 


As she took a long sip of her wine, feeling particularly proud when she saw Quinn’s neck 
turn slightly red, Mercedes quickly changed the subject, talking about her new album that was 
about to be released and the shows she would start performing next month. Quinn was 
grateful for the change of subject. When her wine was finished, she headed towards the 
kitchen to open another bottle, but decided to go to the balcony behind Mercedes’ kitchen to 
smoke a little. Mercedes’ apartment was three times the size of Quinn’s small loft, as her 
friend lived with Sam and their combined income allowed them to rent a large apartment in 
LA. 


Feeling the chill of the night, Quinn took a slight drag of her cigarette and closed her eyes, 
focusing on the taste of the cigarette in her mouth and trying to avoid thinking about Rachel 
and how she was... different. 


“T told you smoking is bad for your vocal cords” Quinn jumped slightly when she heard a 
voice behind her. 


“I don’t smoke all the time” Quinn defended herself. 


“Me neither” Rachel said, grabbing a cigarette without asking. If it were anyone else, 
Quinn would have started a fight, but Quinn was more perplexed by the fact that Rachel 
Berry was smoking in front of her, and “oh my god,” Quinn thought out loud and Rachel 
laughed. 


“T thought this was bad for your vocal cords” Quinn questioned. 


“Tt’s terrible, don’t smoke and don’t do drugs, Fabray,” Rachel emphasized with another 
drag. “I work on Broadway, Quinn, believe me, this is the least harmful thing I’ve put in my 
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body in the last year.” 


“Well, you were dating Jesse,” Quinn pointed out, and Rachel laughed, which made 
Quinn’s stomach turn. “But you shouldn’t do drugs, Berry.” 


“T smoked weed and it was the worst experience of my life,” Rachel admitted, and Quinn 
laughed. 


“T imagine it was terrible for you” Quinn said. 


“Have you ever used it?” Rachel asked, and Quinn wanted to question the universe why 
she was having a conversation about drug use with Rachel Berry when all she wanted was to 
smoke her cigarette in peace. 


“Rachel” Quinn said, pointing to herself, as if to say ‘look at me, isn’t it obvious?’ “I’m a 
queer artist in LA, what do you think?” 


And Rachel looked at Quinn, really looked at her, and Quinn wondered what she saw. 
Maybe an older version of the third-year Quinn with pink hair, a questionable tattoo, 
piercings, and innate rebellion. But this version of Quinn still had the same short, messy 
blonde hair, no piercings, and one less tattoo. This version of Quinn wore baggy jeans, white 
button-up shirts, and long black leather jackets. 


“Do you mind sharing your thoughts, or are you just going to stay silent staring at me?” 
Quinn asked, arching her eyebrow. 


“Damn eyebrow” Rachel muttered. “You’re absolutely radiant, and suddenly I’m jealous 
of all the women who could meet you like this.” 


Quinn put out her cigarette and directed her gaze to Rachel, offering a small, sincere smile. 
Rachel’s style was a New York style, neat, elegant, and old-fashioned. She wore a black dress 
that accentuated her curves and showed off her toned legs, a long red coat, and heels, 
although now she was barefoot, highlighting the height difference between them. 


“Rachel” Quinn sighed, not knowing what to say. 
“Quinn” Rachel said firmly. 
“What do you want?” 


“T feel like you already asked me that a year ago in Lima,” Rachel pointed out. “And the 
answer is still the same.” 


Quinn instinctively ran her fingers delicately over Rachel’s cheek, caressing the other 
woman. Rachel held the hand that Quinn was using to stroke her face and brought it to her 
mouth, giving small, delicate kisses to her fingers, causing Quinn to hold back tears. 


“Three months, Quinn,” Rachel said, repeating almost the same phrase that Quinn had said 
in Lima, one year ago. “I’m here for three months.” 


Quinn nodded, feeling her breath catch in her throat. She closed the gap between them, 
embracing Rachel, her chin resting on top of the other woman’s head. Rachel wrapped her 
arms around Quinn’s waist and she sighed, breathing in the scent of Rachel’s shampoo. They 
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stayed like this for a few minutes until Quinn saw Sam enter the kitchen looking for them, 
and coming face to face with the scene, Quinn chuckled lightly. 


“We should go back” she said. 
“Quinn,” there was almost a desperation in Rachel’s tone of voice when she said her name. 


“Three months, Rachel” Quinn promised or warned. She couldn’t tell, but she kissed the 
top of Rachel’s head and smiled at her, which seemed to calm the other woman. 


“Can you two stop making out and come back here? Dinner is getting cold!” Mercedes 
shouted. 


The rest of the night went well, all things considered, with the effects of the alcohol taking 
hold of Quinn’s body. The four friends were on the porch, talking, drinking, and smoking, and 
Rachel had her arms around Quinn’s waist, her head lightly resting on her shoulder. Quinn 
could smell the mix of her shampoo and perfume. 


“Are you two going to be like this for the next three months?” Mercedes asked, and Quinn 
felt her face flush, while Rachel hid her face in Quinn’s neck, and Quinn gave her a light kiss 
on her head. 


“Ugh” Mercedes replied. “I hope you two can figure this out.” Mercedes gestured to the 
two of them. 


“When you and Sam figure things out between you two, who knows” Quinn said, 
gesturing between her two friends. Mercedes rolled her eyes and Sam blushed slightly. 


At the end of the night, Rachel asked if Quinn would like her to come home with her, and 
Quinn couldn’t find the words to say no. 


So quickly the two women fell into a routine. With Rachel’s musical approaching and 
Quinn spending almost all of her time on set, they didn’t have much time to enjoy each 
other’s company. It wasn’t until the musical actually premiered and Quinn had two days off 
each week that they could really make the most of their limited time together. 


So Rachel would go to Quinn’s loft every night when she didn’t need to work or when 
Quinn wasn’t filming at night, and that’s where they were at the moment, lying naked in 
Quinn’s bed. The only issue was that Rachel never, ever slept there. 


“Mercedes said I should move in here” Rachel said one night, lightly laughing as her 
hands gently stroked Quinn’s hair, who remained silent. For a moment, Quinn allowed herself 
to imagine how perfect it would be to sleep and wake up next to Rachel, but Quinn couldn’t 
bear the emptiness of her home when Rachel was gone. 


“Tt’s better this way” Quinn said. 


“T understand you wanting to keep a distance between us...” Rachel whispered, and Quinn 
took a deep breath and turned her face towards Rachel. 


“Hey,” she said gently. 


“Is that why you didn’t come to my musical?” Rachel asked, the sadness in her voice 
evident. 
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“Do you want me to come?” Rachel smiled at her, still stroking Quinn’s hair, and nodded. 


“T’ll come when I’m free next week at night, okay?” Quinn asked, shifting her position and 
sitting on Rachel’s lap, who smiled at her before kissing her. 


Quinn had a stressful day on set, she was physically exhausted, the filming was draining, 
and she forgot her lines several times. Apart from that, she tried to ignore what was 
happening between her and Rachel. Of all the mistakes she made in her 25 years of life, this 
would probably be the one that hurt the most. She wanted to find a way to fix it, to remove 
this deadline that haunted them, but she didn’t know how. And for the first time since she 
moved to Los Angeles, she regretted that choice. 


Because she knew that if she had stayed in New York, she could have had her career and 
Rachel. “Stupid 22-year-old Quinn,” she thought as the elevator in her building stopped on 
her floor, and it didn’t help that Rachel Berry was standing outside her door waiting for her. 


Quinn sighed deeply and went to her in silence, and in silence, she opened the door and in 
silence, Rachel entered her apartment. 


“Did I do something wrong?” Rachel asked, and for a fraction of a second, Rachel seemed 
like the same insecure girl she was when she was 16, and that made Quinn’s chest tighten. 


“No” Quinn hugged her and kissed the top of her head before fitting her face into the space 
between Rachel’s shoulder and neck. 


“What happened?” Rachel held her tightly, leaving a few shopping bags on the floor. 
Quinn forced herself to pull away from Rachel and looked at her. 


“Thad a terrible day, my mood is terrible, and I’m going to be a terrible girlfriend today. So 
I’m going to take a shower, and when I come back, I’ll try to be less terrible. And I’ll be less 
terrible if you make that pasta I love.” 


Quinn was so exhausted that she didn’t notice that Rachel hadn’t said anything, and that 
usually meant something bad. She was so tired that she didn’t even realize she referred to 
herself as Rachel’s girlfriend. 


After taking a shower and changing into more comfortable clothes, Quinn went to the 
kitchen and hugged Rachel, who was finishing dinner, resting her chin on Rachel’s shoulder 
in silence. 


“Feeling better?” Rachel asked. 
“Mhmm” Quinn murmured, and Rachel turned to face her. 


“What do you think about us having dinner, and then I can hold you and massage your hair 
until you fall asleep?” 


“That would be perfect” Quinn murmured before kissing Rachel’s lips quickly. “Do you 
have rehearsal tomorrow?” 


“Just in the late afternoon.” 


“T don’t need to be at the studio tomorrow, you can stay over” Quinn said with a tired 
voice. “Stay here tonight, Rach.” 
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And maybe it was the way Quinn said her name, or it was the sad look in the other 
woman’s eyes, but Rachel realized something that made her hold the woman in front of her 
tighter because the woman in her arms tonight had the same lost and tired look as 16-year-old 
Quinn. And Rachel wouldn’t fail her again. 


“Of course, I’ll stay, Rachel said, kissing her again, and at no point during the night did 
she think to ask Quinn about her calling her girlfriend earlier, because Rachel already knew 
the answer to that question. 


It was Saturday night, and Quinn was waiting for Mercedes to pick her up to go see the 
musical. She wore a tight, long, white dress with a slit that went up to her thigh and a long 
black jacket. Her hair was slightly messy, and she couldn’t wait to see Rachel’s reaction when 
she saw her. 


And by Mercedes’ reaction when she saw her, she knew it would be amazing. 
“Wow” Mercedes stared at her. “Are you planning on killing Rachel on stage?” 
And Quinn laughed. 

“Where’s Sam?” 


“We're picking him up from the photo studio” Mercedes said, still staring at Quinn. “You 
know, if I were into women, or if you were less emotionally constipated, I totally would have 
grabbed you at some point.” 


“Which of the two? Because I am emotionally constipated or because you’re still 
straight?” Quinn smirked and raised an eyebrow at her friend. 


“Obviously, because you’re emotionally constipated” Mercedes said as she started the car, 
and Quinn laughed. 


Sam was waiting for them outside the studio, and when he got into the car, his gaze 
lingered on Quinn. 


“Wow” Sam said. 

“At least Sam can say he’s grabbed this” Quinn gestured to herself. 

Sam looked confused while Mercedes and Quinn laughed together. 

“My God” Mercedes said, trying to calm down. “I totally forgot you two dated.” 


“Sam has a type: queer women. Remember he dated Brittany and Rachel?” Quinn said, 
looking at Sam seriously when she said Rachel’s name, and Sam put his hands up as if he was 
trying to defend himself. 


“Well, Mercedes is still straight” Sam said. 


“She said the only reason she wouldn’t grab me is because I’m emotionally constipated” 
Quinn said proudly, teasing her friend, who rolled her eyes. 


“Why are you guys talking like I’m not 100% straight?” Mercedes said, almost indignant. 


“Because it’s not possible that you’re the only heterosexual person in our group, not even 
Sam is” Quinn said, trying to prove her point. “That’s probably why I dated him” Quinn said 
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as if she were realizing something now. 
“T’ll take that as a compliment, Quinn” Sam replied, and Quinn laughed again. 
Rachel was amazing and Quinn wasn’t surprised. 


When the musical ended, Quinn, Sam, and Mercedes went backstage to meet Rachel, who 
was finishing getting ready. She and Quinn were going to have dinner and then meet up with 
Sam and Mercedes at a bar. 


When Quinn saw her, she instinctively ran towards her and hugged her. “You’re amazing!” 
Quinn almost wanted to pick Rachel up and spin her around, but instead, she restrained 
herself and just kissed her. 


“Now I understand why Rachel stops hanging out with us after rehearsals to be with her 
girl” someone commented, and Quinn felt her face flush while Rachel finally seemed to pay 
attention to Quinn. Her eyes widened slightly, and the dress Quinn was wearing really 
accentuated all the curves of her body, making Rachel’s mouth dry up. 


“Maybe later you can take a picture, so you can stare at it for longer” Quinn said in a low 
voice, close to Rachel’s ear, and she smiled proudly to herself when she saw Rachel’s neck 
tingle. 


“Quinn, I think you broke her” Mercedes pointed out, and Rachel finally snapped out of 
her trance. 


“Are you trying to impress someone tonight?” Rachel asked. 
“Tt depends, is it working?” Quinn flirted. 


“Rachel, if you don’t take this woman to a room now, I’I| do it myself” a woman who was 
in the musical with Rachel shouted, and several people seemed to agree. 


“Cassie, please stop flirting with my girlfriend” Rachel said, looking at her friend and 
holding Quinn possessively by the waist, leading her to the hallway. Mercedes and Sam 
followed, laughing. 


No one commented on Rachel referring to Quinn as her girlfriend. 


At the end of the night, when Rachel and Quinn were already completely drunk at the bar 
with Sam and Mercedes, Quinn told Rachel that she loved her. Rachel stared at her for a few 
seconds before kissing her, leaving her breathless, and looking at her in a way that made 
Quinn regret not having said those three words earlier. The next thing she remembered was 
entering her apartment, her hands firmly on Rachel’s waist as she pressed her against the wall. 


“You called me your girlfriend” Quinn said, trying to control her breathing. 


“You said it first” and Rachel kissed Quinn forcefully again, before taking off her dress 
and fucking her on the couch. 


They never made it to the bedroom. 
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Part IV 


Part IV 
And the heart I know i am breaking is my own, 
To leave the warmest bed ive ever known 
We could call it even, 
Even thought i’m leaving. 


When Quinn opened her eyes, her room was still dark. She turned to the side, searching for 
Rachel’s body, but she wasn’t there. She reached for her phone on the nightstand and saw that 
it was 4 am. Rachel’s flight to NY was at 6 am. She heard a noise coming from her bathroom, 
took a deep breath, and closed her eyes. 


Maybe if she went back to sleep, she would wake up in Rachel’s arms. 


She heard Rachel come out of the bathroom and sit beside her on the bed. She felt Rachel’s 
hands stroking her hair and giving her a light kiss on the forehead. Rachel was going to leave 
without saying goodbye, and for a moment Quinn wondered if that wouldn’t be the best thing 
to do. But when she felt Rachel getting up from the bed, she quickly grabbed her hand and 
opened her eyes, tears on her face. 


Rachel didn’t smile, just looked at her and went back to bed. Quinn sat up and held Rachel 
by the waist, her eyes pleading for her not to go, to stay. They could find a way to fix this. 


“This isn’t a goodbye, Quinn” Rachel whispered, her voice choked with tears she had 
caused. 


“That’s why you were going to leave without saying goodbye?” Quinn said, releasing a 
bitter laugh. 


“You seemed at peace sleeping” Rachel whispered, her hand taking a strand of hair off 
Quinn’s face. 


“T love you” Quinn whispered through tears. 


“T know” Rachel kissed her forehead lightly, ‘hey, look at me’ Rachel said, putting her 
hand on Quinn’s chin, making her look into her eyes, where her tears were freely flowing. “I 
love you. I love you, and I want you to promise me you’|I try to be happy, okay?” 


“Rach...” 


“Shh... Promise me you’ll try, that you’ll let someone else love you and take care of you, 
because you think you’re the type of person who handles loneliness well, but it’s actually the 
opposite, you need people. So, if you need my permission to move on, to fall in love, you 
have it.” 


“You just said this didn’t have to be a goodbye” Quinn pointed out. 
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“And it isn’t. It doesn’t have to be. I’d rather be your friend, acquaintance, colleague, 
whatever... than become a stranger again. Quinn, you have a beautiful life here in LA, you 
left Lima, you’re free... Everything we dreamed of as children, you achieved, and I’m so 
proud of the person you’ve become, of the people we’ve become” Rachel said, smiling. 


Quinn closed her eyes tightly and took a deep breath. 


“Tf I could go back... I would do everything differently” Quinn whispered. “I could have 
the career I have today in NY... We could be together, we could...” 


“We don’t know that” Rachel interrupted. “Going to NY wasn’t a guarantee that we would 
have stayed together, our problems were never just the distance.” 


“No... They weren’t... So what do you want to do?” Quinn asked. 


“We’ve always kind of been friends, right? Maybe we can try to build a new 
relationship...” 


“And what happens when you date someone else?” 
“T could ask you the same thing.” 


“Okay... Let’s try” Quinn replied, and for the first time in years, she felt like she and 
Rachel would be okay. Somehow. 


“T’m going to kiss you now” Rachel announced. “And then I’m going to the airport and I’ll 
message you when I get home. This isn’t a goodbye.” 


And when Quinn felt Rachel’s lips on her skin, she really believed it wasn’t a goodbye, but 
that didn’t mean it would be easy because nothing was. 


So Rachel left. 

But it wasn’t a goodbye. 

And Quinn repeated that in her head until she believed it. 

(It took days of repeating the same thought until it eventually became a reality). 
Because they had become sort of friends again. 


They didn’t become best friends, nor did they talk every day, they created a new 
relationship with boundaries. Quinn continued to send flowers on Rachel’s opening nights 
and Rachel always made sure to send a photo of them that she found at her home. 


They didn’t talk about relationships, although Rachel asked a few times. And during a hot 
night in Los Angeles, after Quinn’s film premiered in theaters nationwide, she and Rachel 
finally talked about them. 


Quinn’s career took off quickly after her film and when producers began contacting her to 
be in their movies, Quinn thought it would be best to have people to help her manage her 
career — and that’s how Charlie came into her life as her agent. 


Quinn took a few months off and decided to travel to Europe, she visited London, Paris, 
Edinburgh, and Dublin, and promised herself that she would return to visit Eastern Europe. 
That year she returned to New York for the first time since graduating from Yale, Santana and 
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Brittany invited her, Kurt, Blaine, Mercedes, and Sam to spend the end of the year with them 
and Rachel. Quinn didn’t even have to think twice before accepting. 


And Rachel and Quinn spent two weeks together and only kissed once on New Year’s Eve 
and when Quinn left, for the first time, saying goodbye to Rachel, it didn’t make her feel like 
the ground was opening up and swallowing her whole. 


It was in June, a year after Rachel left Los Angeles, when Shelby and Beth reappeared in 
her life. Quinn had just turned 26 when Shelby called her, explaining that Beth wanted to 
meet her, that she had watched the movies Quinn participated in — secretly! Shelby claimed 
— and now that she was 11 years old, she started to wonder about her origins. 


And that’s how Quinn found herself sitting on her small loft couch, with Beth sitting in 
front of her and Shelby sitting next to her. 


“You’re very beautiful” Beth said shyly, and Quinn smiled. 


Beth was perfect. Long blonde hair, grey-blue eyes, and the friendliest smile Quinn had 
ever seen. It was like she was looking at a younger version of herself. 


“You are too” Quinn whispered, still trying to understand what was happening. “How’s 
school? Do you like it?” 


“T play soccer, and I’m really good” Beth said proudly, which could sound conceited from 
someone else, but from Beth it was adorable. “But I also do theatre, obviously” Beth said, 
looking at Shelby. 


So they spent the whole week getting to know each other, talking and trying to create a 
new relationship. Quinn tried to find ways to explain to Beth that she wanted to be a part of 
her life, but that she wouldn’t be her mother, that role would always belong to Shelby. Beth 
seemed to understand that without difficulty, which was a relief for both Quinn and Shelby. 


Beth was playing video games with Sam in the living room, while Shelby and Quinn 
talked in the kitchen. They were at Mercedes and Sam’s apartment, waiting for the diva to 
come back from the recording studio. 


“Are you really okay with this situation?” Shelby asked. 
“Are you?” Quinn retorted. 
Both Shelby and Quinn had changed, but there were still pains to be mended. 


“T never hid from Beth that she was adopted. She grew up hearing about you, but she never 
had any interest in meeting you until now, and I understand her wanting to know this part of 
her life. I think she’s thrilled to know that you’re an actress in Hollywood” Shelby said, 
teasing. 


“T’m not a Hollywood actress” Quinn affirmed. 


“She’s 11, that’s how she sees you... And movies are much more interesting to her right 
now than Broadway” Shelby said, rolling her eyes. 


“Ah, I see” Quinn laughed. 
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“You really created a new life for yourself, Quinn. I’m really happy to see the woman 
you’ve become... My only concern is understanding where Beth can fit into this life” Shelby 
said. 


Quinn was silent for a while, she thought about Beth, of course, but she no longer felt guilt 
or regret for giving her to Shelby, and seeing her now, she was sure she made the best 
decision for both of them. 


“T’m far from being a mother figure to any child” Quinn said. “I didn’t expect to see her, 
for a long time I thought I wouldn’t survive if I saw her again... I was wrong... I want to be a 
part of her life now that she’s here. But I don’t want to be her mother...” 


“And no one is asking that of you, Quinn” Shelby replied. 


“Are you sure she doesn’t expect that? And what does that say about me?” Quinn said, 
feeling anew kind of guilt consuming her. 


“She knows” Shelby affirmed. “And that makes you an adult woman who created an 
incredible life, which was only possible due to a difficult decision you made when you were a 
child.” 


“T never imagined that you and I could have a conversation like this” Quinn said, 
furrowing her brow. 


“Time really changes us...” 

“Can we try to create something new? Me, you and Beth?” Quinn asked, almost timidly. 
“That’s why we’re here, no pressure.” 

“No pressure.” 


And suddenly Quinn had a pre-teenager spending school holidays with her. Quinn was an 
older sister, a cousin, or the cool aunt who let her stay up late and took her to visit film sets in 
Hollywood. And nothing could be better than that. 


Over time, Rachel became a bittersweet memory, a nostalgic memory, a passion, a friend 
who would be there if she needed her. Rachel was no longer a regret, a doubt, something that 
corroded Quinn’s body on lonely nights or a ghost she searched for in other women. 


Quinn met Jamie through Mercedes. Like everyone else who goes to LA, she was 
searching for fame and her voice was the first thing that caught Quinn’s attention. Then her 
beauty — because Quinn was human and very, very gay. Jamie had everything to become 
America’s new sweetheart, with her short, straight blonde hair, intense blue eyes, and melodic 
voice that enchanted everyone, and she had just signed a 5-year contract with a new record 
label. 


She was the total opposite of Rachel and perhaps that was exactly what made Quinn fall in 
love. Jamie achieved something that Quinn had accepted that no one but Rachel could, and 
they were together for almost 3 years. 


During this time, the contact between Quinn and Rachel decreased considerably, and 
Quinn missed her, but respected the distance that Rachel chose to put between them. Quinn 
continued to send flowers. 
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Quinn made more movies, played a nun in a controversial film, and acted and co-directed 
a period film based on the love and betrayal story of an English poet. From there, she started 
writing and directing shorts movies, documentaries, and finally her first feature film. Her 
documentary about the lives of new artists in LA was nominated for an Oscar, and three 
nights later Jamie broke up with her, and Rachel sent a letter and flowers. 


Quinn may not have received an Oscar, but that same night when Rachel called her and her 
voice filled her ears for the first time in almost three years, Quinn had an epiphany. She 
realized that her life was no longer limited to Los Angeles. 


So she made the first impulsive decision since agreeing to date Rachel Berry for three 
months almost 4 years ago. 


She bought a one-way ticket to New York. 
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Part V 


Part V 
And the road not taken looks real good now. 
Quinn had been in New York for three days. 


During the first few days, she stayed locked in her hotel room, trying to convince herself 
that she was about to do something extremely stupid — because she was, after all. What was 
she thinking? She had bought a one-way ticket to the other side of the country and was about 
to show up at Rachel’s apartment door — which she didn’t even know the location of — and 
say, “I know we lost touch over the past few years, and I know I was dating someone else 
during that time, but she broke up with me because of her career, not that it matters, and I 
want to make it clear that I’m not here because of that. I’m here because I wanted to ask you 
for another chance, please?” 


Because that was literally her plan. 
An extremely stupid plan. 
She didn’t even know if Rachel was with someone else. 


And she could call Santana and ask, but Santana had developed this protective attitude 
towards Rachel that if she knew what Quinn was thinking of doing, Quinn was sure the 
Latina would slap her in the face and send her back to LA. 


On the third day, she bought a new outfit, a bouquet of flowers, and a ticket to see Rachel 
Berry in Funny Girl. 


Quinn was looking at herself in the mirror of the hotel room where she was staying. She 
was wearing the new dress she had bought earlier that day, a burgundy dress similar to the 
one she had worn when she saw Rachel perform RENT in LA years ago. She sighed as she 
ran her hand through her now long hair. Her makeup was light, accentuating the color of her 
eyes. She had changed in the past few years. Finally, she saw herself as an adult, and that’s 
why, in one last attempt to avoid another wrong decision, she called Santana. 


“Quinn?!” Santana exclaimed on the other end of the line. “Where are you?! Are you 
okay?” 


“Hi, yes, I’m fine... Well, sort of,” Quinn replied calmly. 


“Where are you?” Santana shouted, and Quinn could hear Brittany’s voice on the other 
side, trying to calm Santana down. 


“Santana, I’m fine. I’m in New York, and I need you to convince me not to screw up big 
time.” 


“You’re in New York?!” Santana shouted even louder, and Quinn moved her phone away 
from her ear. “You disappeared for three days! You didn’t answer any calls or messages. We 
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thought you were dead somewhere. Rachel wanted to call the police!” 


“T told Mercedes I was going on a trip!” Quinn responded, losing her calm upon hearing 
Rachel’s name. 


“You sent a very strange message at 3 a.m. saying you were taking a few days for yourself 
and didn’t know when you’d be back!” 


So maybe Quinn had changed, but not that much. 
“Oh,” she said, realizing the confusion she had caused. 
“Oh? Is that all you have to say?” 


“Sorry, I didn’t think it wasn’t clear. It wasn’t a planned trip... Can you let everyone know 
that I’m actually alive?” 


“Why don’t you do it?” 
“Because I can’t deal with it right now.” 


Santana stayed silent for a few seconds, and then Quinn heard her friend ask Brittany to let 
the WhatsApp group know that Quinn was okay. 


“You said you’re in New York? Is it a new job? Did you not tell anyone because of 
Rachel?” Santana asked, this time calmer. 


It was Quinn’s turn to go silent. 


“I... ’m tired of running,” Quinn said after a while, taking a deep breath before 
continuing. “And looking at it now, it seems like I’m running again, but I swear it’s not like 
that, Santana. I swear I’ve changed.” 


“Quinn, what are you talking about?” 


“T got everything I wanted. I left Lima and never went back. I created a family with you, 
Mercedes, and all our friends. I built a wonderful career, and I even have Beth back in my 
life... And I fell in love again, and... I can’t forget her, San... I... I can’t keep running 
anymore. I’m exhausted.” 


“Why did you come to New York, Quinn?” 


“For the past few years, I’ve been making excuse after excuse not to be with her. We had 
so much emotional baggage, then there was the physical distance, and there were my own 
issues... I’m so messed up emotionally, San, and Rachel, she’s amazing, and I’m tired and 
exhausted from making excuses to not love her... I... 1 bought flowers, and I’m going to see 
her today in Funny Girl, and I...” Tears welled up in Quinn’s eyes, which she was trying hard 
not to let fall and ruin her makeup. Her voice was faltering, and her throat hurt. 


“Q, breathe,” Santana’s voice was gentle. “Breathe before you speak. You’re okay. It’s all 
okay.” 


Quinn took a few seconds to focus on her breathing and wipe away some tears from her 
eyes. 


33 


“T love her, San. I love her, and my life, my career doesn’t have to be in LA. I can move 
here. I can be with her... I need her to at least know that I’m an option. I need her to know 
that if she wants, I’m here... So, I’m going to see Funny Girl today, and then I’m going to 
wait for her to come out, and I’m going to tell her all this... Santana, I need you to stop me 
from doing this.” 


“Tt sounds like you want my permission to do it rather than me stopping you,” Santana 
replied. 


After a few seconds, Quinn responded, “And would you give it to me?” 
“Quinn, you don’t need anyone’s permission to go after something that makes you happy.” 


“T don’t want to hurt her again... I don’t even know if she’s with someone... a-and she 
might be married, and I don’t know.” 


Santana let out a slight laugh, interrupting Quinn’s thoughts. “If Rachel Berry was 
married, believe me, you would know. But either way, she’s officially single.” 


“But does she still want me?” 
“That’s something you’ll need to ask her.” 
“So, you don’t think this is a terrible and stupid idea?” 


“Oh, I think it is,” Santana quickly replied. “But out of all the terrible ideas you’ve had in 
the past 15 years, this is by far the best one.” 


Quinn let out a slight laugh. “Okay,” Quinn replied. “Okay... I have to go now.” 
“Go for it, Q. Go after your girl... even though you’re a few years late.” 
“Santana.” 

“What?” 

“Thank you.” 

“Thank me when you and Berry are married.” 


Quinn laughed and hung up the call. She fixed her makeup, took a deep breath, and went 
after Rachel Berry. 


When the musical ended, Quinn had tears in her eyes, a mix of love, pride, and anxiety. 
She quickly made her way to the exit and waited, along with other fans, for Rachel to come 
out through the door. She held a bouquet of gardenias, ignoring the cold of the New York 
night. Her leather jacket was definitely not made for this cold weather that she had clearly 
become unaccustomed to. 


The moment she saw Rachel, her heart skipped a beat and then raced so fast she thought 
she might have a heart attack right there. Rachel didn’t see her; she was busy signing 
autographs and taking pictures with some of her fans. It was only when most of them had left 
that Rachel noticed her. 


Quinn took a deep breath and slowly walked towards her. Of all the things she imagined 
could happen, the last thing was Rachel embracing her tightly. For the first time in years, 
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Quinn had her arms wrapped around Rachel’s body. She still wore the same perfume. 


“Sorry,” Rachel said, pulling away. “I really thought you had been kidnapped or were 
dead, and... You can’t disappear like that, Quinn!” Rachel said, worried. But as she spoke, 
the reality of Quinn Fabray standing in front of her sank in. 


“Santana already scolded me for that. I didn’t realize the mess I made when I left the 
message for Mercedes,” Quinn tried to explain. “Here, these are for you.” She handed the 
gardenias to Rachel, who furrowed her brow and then smiled faintly. 


“Gardenias, huh?” Rachel asked, raising her eyebrow. 


“Somebody once told me they matched my eyes, and ever since then, they’ve been my 
favorite flowers,” Quinn said. “I hope you like them, but after what I saw today, I think you 
deserve much more than this. You were fantastic, Rach.” 


Rachel’s face turned red with the compliment, and her eyes moved from the flowers in her 
hands to Quinn’s eyes. 


“What are you doing in New York? New movie?” Rachel asked, slightly anxious. 
Quinn remained silent for a few seconds, unable to look at Rachel. 


“You must be freezing,” Rachel said in the ensuing silence. “Are you only wearing that 
jacket?” 


“T’m fine, Rach,” Quinn replied, fidgeting with her hands, now without the flowers to hide 
her nervousness. 


“Do you want to go somewhere warmer? My car is on the other street,” Rachel offered, 
taking a step forward. Quinn instinctively grabbed her hand. 


“No... Rach... I need to tell you something, and if I don’t say it now, I won’t be able to,” 
Quinn said, releasing Rachel’s hand. 


“Are you going to marry her?” Rachel whispered, looking directly into Quinn’s eyes, who 
quickly started shaking her head. 


“No! No... It’s not that... Jamie broke up with me; we haven’t been together for a few 
months,” she explained. When Rachel seemed relieved, Quinn’s anxiety eased. “I’m here 
because of you, Rach.” 


“Because of me?” Rachel asked, confused. 


“My life is no longer tied to Los Angeles. I didn’t really realize it until you called me after 
the Oscars,” Quinn said, smiling. “My career can be anywhere I want it to be, including here 
in New York. Next year, I’m co-directing a movie here, and...” 


“You’re coming to live in New York?” Rachel asked, wide-eyed. 


“T’ll stay here for the duration of the movie; I have an apartment, friends, and a life in 
LA...” Quinn took a breath before continuing “But if you want... If I’m lucky enough that 
you still want me... I can live here.” 


“T’m not sure if I’m understanding you, Quinn,” Rachel said. 
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“T don’t know if you’re with someone, Santana told me you’re not, but... I need you to 
know that I’m an option... That if you want, if you still love me, I’m here...” Quinn 
approached Rachel and caressed her cheek. “I love you, Rachel Berry,” she whispered. 


Rachel remained silent, perplexed, trying to understand what was happening. 


“T don’t expect you to answer me now,” Quinn continued. “A lot of time has passed, and 
we’ve changed, and... It’s okay if your feelings for me have changed too. But I need you to 
know that I’m tired of running away, and if you want me again, just say the word, and I’ll buy 
the first ticket to New York.” Quinn let out a soft laugh as a tear rolled down her cheek. 


Rachel continued to look at Quinn in silence. 


“Please, say something... You don’t have to answer me, just... Just say something,” Quinn 
whispered, almost pleading, and that made Rachel snap out of her catatonic state. 


“Quinn... It’s been three years since the last time I saw you,” Rachel said. 
“T know,” Quinn quickly replied. 


“T don’t know what to say... I...” Rachel said, tears welling up in her eyes. “I spent years 
learning to live without you, learning to live in a world where you loved someone else.” 


Quinn’s eyes darkened, and she backed away, quickly removing her hand from Rachel’s 
face as if she had been burned. 


“T understand,” Quinn’s voice was cold. 
“Quinn,” Rachel whispered, trying to hold her hand, but Quinn moved away again. 
“Tt’s okay, Rachel,” Quinn replied. “I... I took too long, didn’t I?” 


“Quinn,” Rachel held Quinn’s face in her hands, making her look into her eyes. “I didn’t 
say that, but I need to think... I need... Time,” Rachel emphasized, hating the irony of the 
situation, but it seemed to calm Quinn, softening her features. 


“Time... I can give you time,” Quinn said. “I have two more days here before I go back to 
LA.” 


“T think [’ll need more than two days,” Rachel said. 
“Alright...” Quinn furrowed her brow. “What does that mean?” 


“My therapist said I can’t give up my whole life because of a girl I met in Lima when I 
was 14,” Rachel said softly. ‘So as much as I want to give up everything for this girl,’ Rachel 
emphasized, “I need to know if I’ll survive if she leaves again.” 


“Rach,” Quinn approached, placing her hands on Rachel’s hips. “I’m not going to 
disappear.” 


“T don’t know that,” Rachel replied. 


“But I do,” Quinn pleaded, and Rachel fell silent. Quinn took the opportunity to pull 
Rachel closer and embraced her once again. Rachel quickly wrapped her arms around 
Quinn’s waist and rested her head on her shoulders. Quinn lightly kissed the top of her head. 
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“You’re freezing,” Rachel said, and Quinn smiled. “Give me a few days to think?” 
“Anything you want, Rachel,” Quinn replied, and Rachel chuckled. 
“What’s so funny?” Quinn said, smiling. 


“This is the part where you say you’ll stay for two days, and I say I want you for two 
days?” 


Quinn laughed before responding. 
“No, because I plan on staying for much longer than just two days, Rach.” 
“Just look at us, finally being adults and making a responsible decision.” 


“T love you, Rach,” Quinn said seriously before releasing herself from Rachel’s embrace. 
“T loved you when I was 16, and I loved you when I was 20, 23, and 30.” 


“Quinn...” 


“T know, I know... You need time, you need to think, and that’s okay,” Quinn smiled. ‘But 
remember this while you’re thinking because I intend to love you for the rest of my life if 
youll let me.’ Quinn lightly kissed the corner of Rachel’s mouth. “I’m going back to my 
hotel now because I’m freezing, and...” 


“This isn’t a goodbye,” Rachel affirmed. 
“No, if you want, it can be the beginning.” 


Quinn spent her fourth day in New York with Santana and Brittany, which only made her 
realize how much she missed them, but at least her anxiety about Rachel had decreased 
throughout the day. Both friends were certain that Rachel would take her back and that she 
just needed time to better understand the situation. Quinn felt strangely confident despite 
everything. 


She was lying on her hotel bed watching a movie on Netflix when Rachel called her, and if 
her heart skipped a beat, Quinn ignored it. 


“H-Hey,” Quinn said mentally cursing herself. 
“Tf Jamie hadn’t broken up with you, would you be here?” Rachel said quickly. 


“Eventually, yes,” Quinn said, trying to calm her nerves. She wasn’t expecting that 
question. When she realized Rachel remained silent, she continued, “I fell in love with her, 
Rach, I won’t deny that, but we both knew it wouldn’t last long-term, and eventually, we 
would end... She knows about you, she knows about what I felt — what I still feel for you... 
I can’t guarantee that if she hadn’t broken up with me, I would be here today, but I like to 
believe that eventually, I would have gotten here, maybe it would have just taken me longer.” 


Quinn heard Rachel sigh. 
“Rachel?” she asked hesitantly. 
“Have a date with me, now,” Rachel replied. 


“What?” 
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“Send me your address, and I’ll be there at 8 p.m.” 
“Uhmm... What should I wear?” 


“Something elegant but warm. You’re in New York, and it’s October,” Rachel pointed out, 
and Quinn smiled slightly. “This isn’t a yes to your question; it’s a let’s see if we still know 
each other, okay?” 


“So it’s amaybe?” Quinn replied with a smile on her face, her heart practically skipping in 
her chest as if she were 15 years old again, and Rachel’s light laughter only worsened her 
situation. 


“Yes, Quinn, it’s a maybe.” 


Rachel hung up, and Quinn quickly sent her address before starting to get ready. Part of 
her wanted to curse Rachel for giving her only 45 minutes to get ready, and she cursed herself 
when she realized she didn’t have anything warm enough to wear. But none of that really 
mattered because she had a date with Rachel Berry. 


Quinn was waiting for Rachel in front of her hotel, wearing a white button-up shirt and 
black dress pants, along with the same coat she had worn the night before. When Rachel 
parked in front of the hotel and got out of the car to approach her, Quinn smirked, realizing 
that at least she still had the same effect on Rachel as she did 15 years ago. 


“All this in 45 minutes? If you’re trying to impress me, you’re succeeding,” Rachel said 
with a seductive smile. Quinn approached Rachel and looked her up and down. 


Well, I’ve always liked a challenge, “Quinn kissed Rachel’s cheek, making her blush 
slightly.” You look amazing, Rach.” 


Rachel smiled and took Quinn’s hand, leading her towards her car. 
“Let’s go, I want to show you the best bar in New York,” she said excitedly. 


On the way to the bar, both women fell into a comfortable silence despite the anxiety and 
tension between them. Rachel hummed a Billy Joel song, and Quinn restrained herself from 
stealing glances at her. 


“Are you already regretting it?” Rachel questioned. 


“No,” Quinn never answered something so quickly in her life. “I’m just nervous,” Quinn 
admitted. 


“Quinn,” Rachel laughed in a friendly manner, secretly enjoying seeing Quinn’s 
nervousness. “It’s just me.” 


“That’s exactly why,” Quinn muttered before turning up the radio when “Uptown Girl” 
started playing. They began singing together, and for a moment, they were just 16-year-olds 
having fun at the Glee club, untouched by life’s hardships—it was how it should have been. 
They sang together until they arrived at the bar. The bar was calmer and more upscale than 
Quinn expected, still accustomed to the hot and messy nightlife of Los Angeles. The waitress 
who led them to their table on the rooftop of the bar spoke to Rachel as if they knew each 
other. 
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“Watch out for her,” the waitress whispered to Quinn while looking at Rachel, who rolled 
her eyes playfully at the waitress. Quinn looked at Rachel with a mix of curiosity and 
confusion. 


“So, you know each other?” 


“T come here often, it’s my favorite spot in New York, and... maybe I’ve gained a bit of a 
reputation, but nothing for you to worry about, of course.” 


Quinn raised an eyebrow and seductively leaned on the table, getting closer to Rachel. 
“So I don’t need to worry about my competition?” 


Rachel looked at her intensely for a few seconds while considering her response. When the 
waitress returned with their drinks, Rachel mentally thanked her. Quinn took a long sip of her 
whiskey, and her expression quickly shifted from flirtation to concern. 


“Do I need to worry?” 


“T see you really went for the whiskey,” Rachel responded simultaneously, and they both 
awkwardly laughed. Rachel held Quinn’s hand over the table. “I invited you on a date, 
doesn’t that answer your question?” 


“Actually, no... I don’t want to disrupt your life, Rachel, and if you’re with someone or... 
I don’t want to cause more trouble than I already have.” 


“Quinn,” Rachel gently stroked her hand. “You don’t need to worry, there’s no one but 
you... I don’t know if there ever was.” 


Quinn’s breath caught in her throat, and she cleared it. 
“What does that mean, Rachel?” 

“Are you going to move to New York?” 

“That depends on you.” 

“Quinn...” 


“Rachel,” Quinn said Rachel’s name as if savoring something new, and both women 
locked eyes intensely for a few seconds until Quinn smirked and broke the silence. “I would 
only come here when the filming starts and stay until the movie is finished. But I can come 
earlier, and I can stay if you want. I want to stay... I want this, Rachel, I want you...” 


“You can’t just disappear,” Rachel whispered, then repeated the phrase while looking into 
Quinn’s eyes. “If you want to break up with me, you can’t simply disappear. I deserve more 
than that, and so do you.” 


“T won’t disappear, ever again,” Quinn promised, and for the first time in years, she saw 
Rachel’s smile reach her eyes because of her. She would do whatever it took to cherish that 
smile for the rest of her life. 


As they left the bar, both slightly intoxicated from alcohol, Rachel asked if Quinn would 
like to go to her new apartment she had recently moved into. On the way, Rachel asked what 
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color Quinn would like to paint their room, and Quinn had to restrain herself from kissing her 
in the middle of the street. 


“T don’t know if it’s a good idea for you to move into my apartment right now,” Rachel 
said after a while, and Quinn embraced her as they walked. 


“T think it would be a mature decision for us to take it slow.” 
“Well... Considering you’re moving across the country because of me.” 
“Tam?” Quinn raised her eyebrow and smirked. 


“Do you know how many times I fantasized about this?” Rachel stopped walking, looking 
at Quinn with an unreadable expression. “Do you know how many times I dreamed of you 
showing up in New York and telling me you love me?” 


Quinn took a deep breath, trying to push aside her guilt. She gently touched Rachel’s arms. 
“And here I am.” 
“You're here,” Rachel emphasized. 


Quinn held Rachel’s face in her hands, lightly caressing her cold cheeks, her slightly 
reddened nose from the cold. 


“T need to go back to LA to sort out some things, but as soon as everything is settled, I’ll 
come back to you,” Quinn smiled. “I always come back to you, Rachel, and maybe I should 
apologize for that.” 


“No, don’t apologize for that,” Rachel whispered. “I didn’t make things easier for you 
either, when you came back to Lima or when I went to LA. I could have maintained a 
friendship with you, but... I never knew how to be just your friend.” 


Quinn smiled and kissed Rachel’s forehead, and Rachel automatically wrapped her hands 
around Quinn’s waist, embracing her. 


“We both will learn how to have a real relationship, Rachel. We deserve that, and I think I 
finally deserve to be happy.” 


“T want to make you happy.” 


“You do, you have always been my light in all the darkness, always the melody that calms 
my mind, and I can only apologize for not fighting more for it, for not doing more for you, for 
not trying harder for us. But I promise I will fight for you, Rachel. I promise I will prove that 
I am deserving of your love.” 


“My love,” Rachel looked at her. “Haven’t you realized by now?” 


“What?” Quinn looked at her confused while feeling her face blush slightly from the 
affectionate term Rachel used. 


“You never needed to fight for my love or for me,” Rachel smiled. “I love you because I 
choose to love you, plain and simple. You don’t need to fight, suffer, or torment yourself to 
prove something to me, to prove that you’re good or deserving of one, two, three, or however 
many chances you need. You just need to be yourself, and I will love you.” 
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Before Quinn realized it, tears were streaming down her face. Her breathing became 
heavy, and her heart raced in her chest. She closed her eyes, trying to hold back her tears, but 
it had the opposite effect. She felt Rachel’s fingers wipe away her tears. She took three deep 
breaths before opening her eyes again. 


“You’re trembling,” Rachel said. “We’re almost there.” 


“Wait,” Quinn held Rachel’s hand that was still touching her face and without thinking 
twice, closed the distance between them, kissing her for the first time in years. Rachel still 
had the same taste, the same tenderness mixed with desire and a touch of ambition. Rachel 
kissed her as if she might disappear at any moment, as if Rachel couldn’t believe what was 
happening. And Quinn couldn’t understand how she had spent years preventing herself from 
feeling this, from having Rachel in her arms, smelling her, touching her skin, and tasting her. 


“We can continue this at my apartment,” Rachel said, still with her eyes closed, and Quinn 
chuckled as she rested her forehead against Rachel’s head. 


“T missed you,” Quinn murmured before gently kissing Rachel’s forehead. “But I won’t 
refuse this, kissing Rachel Berry in her New York apartment? It’s more than I could ask for.” 


“But you’ll receive much more than what you’re asking for,” Rachel laughed and pulled 
her by the hand toward her apartment. Quinn didn’t have time to feel embarrassed or blush 
because suddenly she was laughing out loud in the middle of the Tribeca sidewalk, on a cold 
autumn night in NY, being led by Rachel Barbra Berry, to her apartment. 
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